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‘You sure we're not gonna fall down? David anxiously asked, starting at Dave with his huge brown eyes. 


They were on the roof of the apartment building, and the boy as beginning to question how he'd let the 
redhead talk him into doing this. It was pretty damn high, and he couldn't help but fear that someone might 
see them up there and call the cops on them, or that one of them would slip and fall to his death several 


stories down. 


‘Now you're bein’ such a fuckin’ pussy, Junior, snickered Dave as he waved for the younger man to tag along, 
carefully balancing along the roof top as he crossed over to the farther side, as far away from the city lights 


as the relatively small apartment building would allow. 


Settling down, the redhead stared up towards the skies, a pleased half smile on his face as he appeared to be 
eyeing the night sky. David slowly approached Dave, taking small steps and focusing his eyes on the where he 


placed his feet for fear of losing his balance. Cautiously he slipped down beside his friend, exhaling in relief that 
he hadn't fallen and killed himself. 


‘So why'd you bring me?” asked the smaller man curiously, eyes set on the side of Dave's face as he stretched 
yay g yey 


his legs out in front of him, hoping that would help keep him grounded just in case. 


He clasped his hands in his lap and wriggled his feet a bit, like an antsy child on Christmas Eve, watching as the 
other man drew a cigarette from the pack of smokes he'd brought, skilfully flicking it lit and taking a deep 
breaht, exhaling through his nose. The smoke curled into the ear, looking like a dragor's misty breath. It 
fascinated David how cool Dave could look, how relaxed and laid back he could appear although he might as well 


flip on a dime and become the animal he kept locked away. 


For the stars, man; Dave explained and gestured towards the sky, hazel eyes still set on it as he handed the 
pack over to the bassist who extracted a cigarette for himself to light. 


David frowned, believing it to be impossible to spot any stars in such a well lit city, Los Angeles seemingly 
endless and yet they were only located towards the outskirts with the dingy apartment they rented together. 
Picking his head up, the bassist squinted and glanced towards the heavens, but his eyes went wide as he 
realized that the stars were indeed out to play, burning bright so manly million lightyears away. He vaguely 
wondered how God saw those stars from where he was, if they looked more like fireflies up close to the 
allseeing father. It bewildered him, as he breathed out clouds of smoke and watched them rise towards the 


skiy. 


‘There you see, i Told you you didn't have to go back home to see the stars again Dave suddenly interrupted 
his thoughts. 


The boy turned his head to look back at his friend again, noting that the other man had pulled his legs up, 

underarms resting against his knees and cigarette clamped between plump, pinkish lips. David's heart skipped a 
beat at the sight. There was something very ethereal about seeing Dave this way, peaceful and calm, with his 
strawberry blonde curls obscuring his eyes and spilling like a proud lion's mane across his back and shoulders, 


the pale milky white skin seemingly illuminated by the dim city lights and glowing in the surrounding darkness. 


‘Yeah, you were right, David could simply nod as he tore his gaze away from the older man, clearing his 
throat and doing his best to ignore the flutter of butterflies that appeared to be nesting at the pit of his 
belly. 


The boy couldn't tell when he'd began harvesting special feelings for Dave, but he could tell for sure that they 
were intensifying with each day that passed. The taller man's mere presence made him feel joyful, tingly and 
delighted. It made his skin ache to be touched, his lips ached to be kissed. Try as he may to suppress those 
wishes, being brought up as a bred Christian farm boy, he couldn't ignore them for long. 


His gaze involuntarily slipped back to land on the redhead's features again, studying the slender arms and legs, 
the slim frame, the tiny hint of pale skin peering out from between the hem of jeans and tank top. The man 


looked like he was carved out of moonlight rays, and David had an strange notion to tell his friend just that. He 
watched the older man put out the glow finished cigarette against the tiled roof, and reciproacted the action, 
learning little by little. 


Wrapping his arms around himself, the small bassist shuddered, the cool night air getting the better of him 
and goosebumps breaking out evenly across his chilled flesh. It was a cold night by La measures, and it made 
David regret his choice to not grab a jacket. His T-shirt was thin cotton and wouldn't protect him. Careful so 
as not to upset Dave for being physical without warring, the younger boy scooted closer to his companion, 


snuggling up against the side of the other form. 


David could feel Dave tense up against him, and already imagined the lashing that would be coming on, and how 
Dave would tell him to cut the faggotry out. But nothing happened, but to the bassists surprise, the guitarist 
relaxed again, even leaning some of his own weight back into him. It made David's heart skip a beat, his face 


feeling warm. Despite his innocence being feigned half the time, he was still a very shy boy underneath it all. 


Forgetting all about the cold that had been invading his body, the heat from within warmed him, as well as the 
warmth eminating from his friends bare arms and firm body. When he felt confident enough he wouldn't get 
pushed away or earn himself a punch in the nose, David gently rested his temple against the curve of one 
pale, freckled shoulder. When there was no negative reaction, he dared relax, eyes sliding shut from slight 


drowsiness, his soft sandy brown hair tickling bare skin 


But it was David's turn to tense up when he felt the taller boy rest his cheek against the top of his head, 
almost nuzzling it before settling down. He listened to what sounded like a pleased purr escape Dave's throat, 


and felt silky soft strawberry blonde curls rain around his face and shoulders. 


They sat like that for the longest time, leaning into one another, feeding off of each other's body heat and 
energy, swallowed by the darkness. David admired the sky again, eyes darting between the billions upon end of 
stars, but this time he didn't think of God in heaven, but of Dave next to him. Of Dave's silky hair, emotional 
hazel eyes, smooth pale skin, lean tall frame. Dave who had that strong scent, almost tang hanging around him 
like a cloud but it was never an odore, it was a sweet, spicy, natural scent mixed with too much cologne to 


hide the fact that he didn't shower as often as he should. 


Never in his life had the boy felt this way about another person, man or woman. His palms were clammy, his 
breathing quickened, his face flushed a deep crimson His miother had told him of these feelings when he was a 
kid, and most of his friends had already experienced them in one way or another. David himself had began to 
worry he wasn't like normal people since he usually felt sexual desire rather than anything remotely close to 


genuine affection. Not until now. 


Because he could feel the fondness grow inside his heart, making it swell, leaving a special spot that was 
marked for only Dave in it's wake. And being the naive farm boy he was, unexperienced to the world and to 
the way things worked in real life, he made the assumption that this must be the sort of fairytale love he'd 
had described to him. Being the naive little boy he was, he felt like it was something that needed to be shared 


and confessed out loud. 


‘Dave?! asked David in what even to him sounded like a small, insecure voice, and fiddled with his fingers, feeling 


like a five year old boy all over again. 
‘Mhm..?* came a mumbled reply. 


Dave shifted a tiny bit against him, that cream coloured skin of that rounded shoulder offered up right in 
front of the younger boy's face, offered to his lips. Without thinking, David nudged his nose against the slightly 
chilly hue, breathing in that scent again. Then he pulled back, afraid that the other man would think of him as 
a freak for sniffing his arm. He swallowed hard, suddenly tongue tied and the words he was dying to speak 
wouldn't leave his mouth. What if Dave got pissed? Kicked him out of the band? Kicked him out of the 
apartment? Beat him half to death? 


The farm boy squeezed his eyes shut, forcing his inner turmoil and the voices in his head to disperge for now, 


sucking in a deep breath through his nose. He didn't have the courage to look at his friend's face as he spoke. 


‘tm weird, |." David trailed off almost immediately, feeling like a complete idiot and like he was making a fool out 
of himself, having thought it would be so simple to admit his feelings out loud but it proved to be a rather 
difficult task. 


‘That's not true, man, I've known some crazy motherfuckers, and you don't fit the bill’ Dave was quick to 


retort, his tone sounding almost tender and David had never heard the older man use it before, not ever. 


He decided this was it, make it or break it. As his mother had once said, feelings were there to be let out and 


shared, and if not reciprocated at least acknowledged. 
‘But | am, ‘cause l.. ‘cause l'm a guy, and you're a guy, right? And | - | think | really like you: 


David's voice grew quieter with every word spoken, his throat feeling hoarse and his mouth dry when the 
truth was out. He curled his fists, digging his nails into his palms. Feeling the redhead tense up a bit, his 
muscles flexing, the boy closed his eyes, his nose burning and a lump in his throat as he waited for the other 
man to throw a tantrum, have a fit, call all demons in hell onto him with that black magic mumbo jumbo he 


dabbled in. 


But nothing happened, instead Dave seemed to relax against the smaller boy, and it ignited a small but steady 
hope within David. A hope that filled his entire being and made him feel like he was going to melt through the 
roof of the apartment, and sink all the way to the bottom in a puddle of relief and joy, when Dave readjusted 
to lark his arms around shoulders, pulling him back against his chest. It felt surreal, better than anything the 
boy had ever expected or imagined, but at the same time it fas terrifying. Frightening and exhilerating all at 
once. Did Dave share his feelings? Or did he simply feel bad for him? He was stunned to hear the words 


escaping the other man's mouth in a low, hushed whisper, nearly breaking. 


‘Why would you like someone like me... 


David's heart shattered, but out of compassion, concern, and most of all love. Love for the man he knew had 
been left for dead, left behind so many times he likely couldn't count them anymore. By his parents. By his 
friends. By his band. The boy had always thought Dave to stand above such trivial trifles, to have shed his 
skin and become stronger but he realized that inside, beneath the facade, hid the real Dave. The broken Dave. 
The fear and the failed expectations he'd wanted out of life. 


Reaching up, the smaller man, took the taller's in his hand, giving them a tight squeeze and rubbing the backs 
with his thumbs, longing to heal and nurse Dave's wounded heart back to as much as only a fragment of what 


it had once been. 


‘Because you're you, you're.. the most beautiful man, like, ever, was the best thing David could come up with, 
mentally slapping himself at how corny and childish that sounded, already worrying that he had broken the 


spell and Dave would pull away any moment, tell him it was all a joke and that he was such a loser faggot. 


But it didn't happen. David felt like an asshole for assuming such bad things about the man he undoubtedly had 
feelings for, but he felt the relief wash over him as Dave's face was buried against the top of his head, warm 
breath tickling his scalp and soft lips gliding against his hair. 

The redhead's face felt warm and there was something wet prickling the roots of honeyblonde and sandy 
brown hair, and it took David quite a while to realize it must be tears. Eyes going wide, the boy almost felt as 
if he was an intruder, forcing himself into Dave's core, because he had never ever seen Dave cry. Dave didn't 
cry, he was warm, and laid back, all teasing sneers and lighthearted smirks. Dave didn't shed tears, he was 
bitter, cold and cruel and molded into a mesh that didn't fit him, reshaped to be unbreakable. And here he was, 
shattering and silently falling apart. 


‘| really, really do like you. murmured David again in attempt to calm the other man's sorrow, his heartache, 
but instead he seemed to intensify it, feeling the shivering frame of Dave's against his back, arm taking a 


tighter hold. 
The boy pressed a gentle kiss to the back of each of Dave's hands, and finally that seemed to help. 


‘| c-can't say it’ came a hoarse, throaty sniffle, the pain laced into every word with deep stitches, remorse 


and guilt palpable. 


‘Can't say what? the younger man asked as gently as he possible could, trying his best to take advantage of 
his deep voice to soothe his friend. To soothe the man he was in love with. 


There was a long silence before Dave finally spoke again, sounding pitiful, ‘How | feel. 


That's when David finally understood. He got it. He got why Dave was such a mess, not only did he not trust 
people he didn't know, he simply couldn't trust people he knew either. People who loved him, people who cared, 
he'd been walked all over one time too many. He'd been tossed aside and cut short one time too many. The boy 
swallowed hard at that realization, when he understood that he might never hear the other boy use spoken 
words to reciprocate the feelings. But he had never been dumb, a small glimmer of light appeared, one that 


might be his and Dave's saving grace until he could somehow teach the singer to be more trustin again. 
‘If you can't say it, can. can you show it? he said, hoping the idea would work to his benefit. 


There was a small pause as if the older man didn't quite understand the question at first, but then he sniffled, 


giving a small nod and clearing his throat, voice almost coming off as embarrassed, ‘| think so, yeah.. 


This was it. The boy prayed to God and Mother Mary and all the holy angels and saints in heaven to be with 
him, to let this work in his favor, to let him find out what he so desperately needed to know. He felt itchy and 
antsy and like he couldn't sit still, but forced himself to stay calm and composed, except for the way his feet 


were nervously tapping into the air. 


‘If -if you like me too, like, you know, like that - can't you nod your head?” breathed David barely audibly, and 
then he held his breath, beginning to count to ten in his head as the anxiety and fear of his feelings going 


unrequited surged in. 


Then came what the boy had been waiting for, the response that sucked all air out of his lungs, made his feet 


leave the ground and sucked him all the way onto cloud nine, his heart leaping for joy. Dave was nodding. 


